The Tr/ged'te 

Vngouernd youth, to waile it with her age, 

The parents fine whofe children thou halt butchered 
Old withred plants to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time tocomefer thatthcu haft 
Mifufed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King- As I entend to profper and repeat. 

So chriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftife armes, my felfe,my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofitc all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 

I render net thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In her confifts my beppineffe and thine. 

Without her followes to this land and me, iV 

To the* her felfe and many a Chriftian fbule, ' .1 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

It cannot beauoided but by this; 

It will not be aouided but by this : 

Therefore good Mother (1 muftcall you fo) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not what I haue bcene, 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue .♦ 

Vrgc thenecdlnieand ftatc of times, 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepe defignes. 

Shall I be tempted of the diucli thus; 

King. I, if the Diueil tempt thee to doe good, 

Qu. Shall I forget my felfe to bee my felfe ? 
juMg*I,ifyour felues remembrance wroug your felfe. 

Qh. But thou didft kill my Children. 

Kmg. but in your daughters wombelle bury them, 
Wherein that neft ofjfpicery there (hall breed, 
Selfesofthemfelues to your recomfiture, 
jgerShall I goe win my daughter to thy will ? 

Ktng. And be a happie mother in the deed. 

Qu. I goe, writ to me very fhortly. 

Bcare fltr m y true loues kilTe : farewell. Bxit,Qg. 
relenting foole and fhallawchanging womini Enter Rah 
My gracious foueraigne one the Weftcrnccoaft, 
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^/Richard the Third. 

Rideth a puifTantNauie .-To the fhore, 

Throng many doubtfull hollow-harted friends, 

Vnarm’d and vmefolu’d to beate them backc .* 

Tis thought that %tcbwond is their Admirall.* 

And there they hullexpe&ing but the aide, 

Of Bucking ham, to welcome them a fhore. 

King, Some light-foot friend poft to the D,ef Norfolky. 
Ratcliff* thy felfe, or Catetby, where is he? 

Cat . Heere my Lord. 

Kmg. Flic to the Duke: poft thou to Salisbury, 

When thou comeft there, dull vnmindfull villaine 
Why ftands rhou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke ? 

Cat, Firft mightie foueraigne let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhall deliuer him. 

King, O true good Catesby, bid him leuie ftraight, 
Thegreateft ftrength and power he can make, ’ ' ‘ 

And meete me proently at Salisbury. 

Rat. Whac is your highneffe plealure I fbal do at Salisbury > 
King. Why.what fhouldft thou doe there before I goe? 
Rat. Your HighncfTc told me I. fliould poft before. 
King.'tyy mindeis. chang’d fir, my minde is chang’d : 

How now what newes with you ; inter Darby. 

Dar. None good my Lord to plcafeyou with hearing. 
Nor none lo bad but it may well be told. 

Ktng. Hoidaie a riddle ncithergoodnorbad : 

Why doeft thou runne fo many miles about, 

When then maieft tell thy tale a ncerer way, 

Once more what newes; 

Dar. Richmond is one the leas. 

King. There let him finke, and be the feas on him. 

White liuered runagate what doth he there ; 

T) ar ,1 knew not mightie foueraigne but by guefTc 
King. Well fir, as you gueffe, 

® 4r Stardvpby Dorfet,Buckingham,&nA Ely, 

He makes for England, there to ciaime the ctowne. 

Kmg. Is the Chaire cmpty?Is the fword vnfwaid ? 
IschcKing dead?the Empire vnpofTcft? 

What heite of Yorke is there aliuc but we ? 

And yvho is England} King, bur great Y or by: hcxrc ? 
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